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The Tragedy <>/ Hamlet 

Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre. 

His Vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinit as man may vndergpe, 

ShaUin the genera!! cenfurc takecorruption 
From that particular fault ; the dram of cafe 
both all the noble fubflance of a doubt 
To his ownc fcandall, 

Sfiter Ghofl, 

Hara. Looke my Lord it comes.. 

Ham. Angels and Minift'ers of grace defend vs ! 

Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with thee ayres from hcauen, or blafts from hell. 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou com’ftin fuch a queftionable lliapc. 

That I wilHpcakctothee, Ue call thee ffam/ef, 

King, father, royall Dane, b anfwere mce. 

Let mee not burft htignorance, but tell 
Why thy Canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein wee faw thee quietly inter fd 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble iawes. 

To caft thee vp againe ? what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe^ againe in compleat fteelc 
Reuifites thus the glimCrs ofthe Moonc, 

Making night hideous, andwecfboles of nature 
So horridly to lhakc out difpofition 
With thoughtes beyondthe reaches of our foufes. 
Say why is this, wherefore, What lliould wee doc ? 

Hora-. It beckons you to goc away, with it 
As if it fome impartment Sid defire. 

To you alone. 

(JWrf/*. Looke with what cuneous a<ftion 
It waucs you to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hora. Nojby nomcanes,. 

Ham, It will not fpeake, then I will follow it* 
JIara' Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. WnyPwhat fhouldbcethcfcare, 

I doe notfet my life at a^pinnes fee,. 





Prme ofVetmArhe, 

And for my foule,vyhat can jt doe to that 
Being a thing immortall as it fcife; 

It waucs me ford) againe,Ile follow it, 

H0r.f . What if it tempt you towards the flood my Lord, 

Or to the dreadful! fomnet of the clccfr: 

That bettels ore his bafe into the foa. 

And there a{Tum,e fome other horrible forme 
Which night depriue your foueraignty of reafon, 

And draw you into madneOc.tbinke of it. 

The very place puts toyes of delpcratioa 
Without more motiue,into eucry braioe 
That lookes fo many fadoras to chelea 
And heates it rore beneath. 

Ham. Itwaues meftill, 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 

JHar. You {hall not goe my Lord, .j*; 

Ham^ Hold of your hands. 

Hora. Befurd,youlhallnotgoe. 

Ham. My fate cries out 
And makes each petty artyre in this body 
As hardy as the Ncmean Lyons nerue; 

Still ami caldjvnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen He make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I fay awa^goc oncjle follow thee. EArtf ghofiafuiHmiet, 

Hot a He waxes dclperate with imagination. 

^Lcts fpllow,ris not fit thus to obey him, 

Hera. Haue after,to what i{fue will this comc> 

M-0-. Something is rotten in the &ate ofDcnmark* 

H»r4, Hcauen will dirc(ft it. 

M<*r. Nay lets follow him. f^vf r /f rt 

Ham. I will. 

Myhoureisalmoftcome 
^*W|_^ffepoorc Choft, 
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